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How Ugly 


Lady Pain 


Became So Beautiful 


By Catherine de Hueck 


From the dawn of time, there lived among men a 
strange austere woman. She was tall. Thin. Few knew the 
color of her eyes. For when they looked into them they 
seemed to change from light blue or brown or grey, to hope- 
less and lusterless black or deep violet. 


Not A Nice Face 

Her face was lined and un- 
lined. It was ugly with all 
the ugliness to be seen in 
the world. At times it was 
deeply etched with lines of 
suffering. To others, it was 
bland — like that of a blind 
man. 

Her only true claim to 
beauty was her raven-black 
hair. But that was seldom 
seen, for she wore strange 
floating grey garments, 
which merged with the dark- 
ness that almost always fol- 
lowed her arrival, anywhere 
where men could see her. 

But few ever had any de- 
sire to behold her for long. 
They did all they could to 
give her a wide berth. If she 
moved in on them, or stop- 
ped to look at them .. . they 
besought all the gods they 
knew to remove her from 
them. 

For wherever she went she 
brought pain. Searing .. . 
tearing ... gnawing pain... 
that drove men mad... or 
sent them to the grave. 

Few escaped her. At one 
time or another in every 
man’s life, she came to visit 
him. She would even bend; 
and, taking someone in her 
arms, hold him tight. Usual- 
ly he was quite dead when 
she let go. She was queen of 
an immense domain... was 
ugly Lady Pain. 

She Enters A Garden 

Years melted into years. 
Centuries wedded centuries. 
Thousands of years followed 
other thousands over the 
precipice of eternity. And 
still Lady Pain, ugly, aloof, 
and alone, kept a rendezvous 
with all the children of men. 

One moonlit night she 
found herself in a garden of 
olives. She loved the gnarled 
strange shapes etched a- 
gainst the brilliant night. 
From afar she saw a Man 
kneeling before a stone, in 
an attitude of utter exhaus- 
tion. She moved closer. The 
Man’s Face, lifted to heaven, 
became tortured by an inner 
Pain not of her making. In- 
trigued, she advanced still 
nearer. Beads of blood were 
trickling down the spent 
white Face! 

Suddenly He saw her. 
Some strange creature, all 
light, was at the moment 
holding out a shining chal- 
ice to His lips. Across its rim 
He smiled at Lady Pain! 

No one had ever done this 
before. She stopped .. . to 
think it over. 

At the moment a huge 
crowd came into the garden 
with much shouting and 
noise. A man detached him- 
self, and kissed the One who 





had drunk the strangely 
suspended chalice. 

Then they took Him away. 
She followed. She could not 
help herself. She did not 
want to go... but she had 
to. For the first time in her 
whole existence a force 
greater than her own com- 
pelled her. 

He Smiled At Pain 

She lost sight of Him after 
that. And her heart beat 
wildly with the sorrow of her 
loss. She could not rest now. 
She had to find Him Who 
smiled on her. 

In the distance she heard 
the all too familiar sounds 
of floggings. She always at- 
tended such affairs. Else 
there would be nothing to 
them. She felt strangely re- 
luctant. Yet she went. 

And there He was ... 
being flogged by Roman 
soldiers. She could not com- 
prehend what was happen- 
ing to her... but she want- 
ed to cry out .. . to stop the 
torture ... to put her thin 
body between Him and the 
whips. But she could not 
move. For an instant He 
lifted His head. Again their 
eyes met. And again He 
smiled. 

She covered her face with 
her thin gaunt hands and 
wept. The feeling of tears 
was utterly new to her. She 
pondered over that. Later, 
she saw Him mocked, and 
crowned with thorns. Anger 
took hold of her. But before 
she could move, in her dead- 
ly power against His enem- 
ies, they took Him inside the 
palace. 

Disconsolate, unable to 
bear the pain that had come 
so suddenly to her, the 
queen of pain . . . she walked 
away. She was majestic and 
frightening in her grief. 

Whoever met her . . . took 
one look at her face... and 
ran as if his very life de- 
pended on it! 

Pain Overcome By Pain 

Suddenly day became 
night .. . and she found her- 
self on a hill on which three 
crosses stood. On the highest 
one, in the middle, He was 
crucified. His tortured body 
hung from the tree like a 
dying fruit. 

She could not endure the 
pain that shouted at her 
from all of Him. She ran up, 
up... to the very foot of 
the cross. She started to tear 
the heavy nail from His 
nailed feet! 

Blood ... His blood... 
fell on her . . . and coursed 
gently down her face and 
garments. 

She looked up and saw 
Him ... dead. She looked 


down and noticed that her 
dress was ruby-red! 

She turned and a whisper 
of admiration ran through 
the crowd. Slowly she walk- 
ed away. Presently she sat 
by the side of a lake to rest. 
She saw her face reflected 
in the calm water’s surface. 
She did not know herself. 

She was beautiful beyond 
description! 

That is why those children 
of men who have eyes to see 
deep .. . and who know that 
Love wedded Himself to 
Lady Pain in order to save 
their souls from death... 
welcome her! Nay, they even 
seek to become one with her 
. .. who is the bride of Love. 


I AM THE 
RESURRECTION 
AND THE LIFE 


He who believes in me 
- although he be dead - 
shall live 





The Feast of the 
Annunciation 











The Feast of the Annunci- 
ation, March 25th, was des- 
ignated as a special Marian 
day by the Central Com- 
mittee of the Marian Year; 
and, in our small way, we 
tried to observe it fittingly. 

Four of our “family” were 
solemnly professed in the 
Third Order of Our Lady of 
Mount Carmel — Mr. Philip 
Larkin, Miss Dorothy Phil- 
lips, Mrs. Kathleen O’Herin, 
and Miss Teresa Fazackerley 
— and Mr. James Marquette 
was received into the order 
as a novice. Mr. Louis Stoeck- 
le was received as a novice in 
the Francisian Third Order. 
He chose the name of Joach- 
im, the father of Our Lady. 


Mr. Richard Parker and 
Miss Loretta Patenaud made 
the act of Total Consecra- 
tion, or Slavery to Mary, ac- 
cording to the formula of St. 
Louis Mary De Montfort, in 
our chapel on the same day; 
and, far away from Comber- 
mere, seven members of the 
Windsor Auxiliary of Friend- 
ship House, also became 
slaves on this day — which, 
St. Louis observes, is “the 


principal feast day of this 





devotion.” 





Help Of Christians 
Reigns Even In China 


“We have a Madonna House also,” writes Father 
James O’Loughlen, S.D.B., of Port Chester, N.Y., preparing 
to reveal sensational news. “It’s in Peking. It is the only 
Catholic school still operating behind the bamboo curtain. 
Some months ago I received news of a celebration there 
from May 24th to June 7th, 1953, from one of our mission- 
aries in Hong Kong, who received it via grapevine. 


Words Of A Prophet 


“I thought it a bit exag- 
gerated. Yesterday I received 
the official announcement, 
and I have made a quick and 
rough translation of it. It 
goes like this: 

“The Salesian work in 
Peking bears the title of 
Madonna House. (Casa della 
Madonna.) While other Ca- 
tholic works have had to 
cease their every activity, 
here Mary Help of Christians 
continues to make her ma- 
ternal assitance felt in such 
a way that it makes one 
think of the prophetic words 
of Don Bosco: 

“In due time our mis- 
sions shall be brought to 
China, and precisely to Pe- 
king. But it must not be 
forgotten that we go for the 
sake of the poor and aband- 
oned children. There, among 
unknown people, and people 
ignorant of the true God, 
marvelous things will be 
seen, which until then have 
not been believed, but which 
a powerful God will make 
evident to the world.’ 

“Madonna House in its 
seven years of existence has 
seen fulfilled many of these 
marvelous events; the last 
of which is the indescribable 
feast of May 24, 1953, the 
day of Pentecost and the 
feast of Mary Help of Chris- 
tians. 

In Spite Of The Reds 

“Despite the red atmos- 
phere in which they live, 
more than 5,000 Christians 
went to that Pekinese Val- 
docco (Madonna House) to 
honor the Holy Ghost, and 
His spouse, Mary Help of 
Christians. 

“Twelve priests heard con- 
fessions for three consecutive 
hours. More than 2,000 peo- 
ple received Holy Commun- 
ion. 

“At 6 o’clock in the morn- 
ing, in the vast courtyard 
between the new.house and 
the church, His Excellency, 
Bishop Oste, solemnly pon- 
tificated in the presence of 
an enthusiastic multitude 
who were able to assist, after 
several years, at a pontifical 
Mass with all the magnifi- 
cence of the Roman liturgy. 

“During the singing of the 
sequence of the Holy Ghost 
there was produced an un- 
expected but very significant 
contrast between that oasis 
of Marian peace and the at- 
mosphere of industry sur- 
rounding the place. Power- 
ful amplifiers from a nearby 
factory carried to the wor- 
shippers the songs which the 
men at work sing to their 





gods. At the same time the 
Salesian pupils and _ the 
faithful attending Mass rais- 
ed their voices in the sweet 
and solemn “Veni Sancte 
Spiritus” Come Holy 
host! 
A Christian Challenge 

“The words of the hymn, 
intertwining with those com- 
ing from the whirling disc 
through the amplifiers, seem 
filled with a great challenge. 

“The loud speaker cries, 
‘From the East the Red sun 
rises and in him our great 
leader has arisen.’ 

“The faithful, ‘Come, O 
Father of the poor; Come O 
Source of all our goods; 
Come, O Light of all our 
hearts!’ 

“Besides the Pontifical 
Mass that morning there 
were four Solemn High 
Masses celebrated in the 
courtyard; and twenty Low 
Masses were read between 
3.30 a.m. and 12.15 p.m. 


“The pilgrims were noted 
for their seriousnes and 
piety. One parish group, 
with their pastor, paraded 
around the main streets of 
the city eight times with 
large placards reading 
‘Liberty of Religion’ and ‘Let 
us Honor the Madonna.’ 

“Many directors of the 
‘reform,’ and several plain 
clothes men were on hand, 
but made no disturbance. 

Prayers And Flowers 


“Until the end of the 
month the pilgrimage con- 
tinued with High and Low 
Masses, with sermons, with 
consecrations, and with 
ever-increasing devotion. 

“The people arrived at 
5.30 in the morning, so as 
to get to work on time after 
Mass. They knelt on the 
ground, even when it was 
muddy, or raining. 

“On June 7th the Catholic 

University students of Pe- 
king arrived at Madonna 
House to conclude the feast, 
by placing at the feet of the 
Virgin the fioretti (bouquets 
or nosegays) of the month of 
May. 
“Madonna House, Peking, 
takes care of poor and a- 
‘-bandoned boys and a group 
of Salesian aspirants, or 
junior seminarians. It may 
be said that this.is the last 
remaining Catholic school in 
Mao’s China.” 
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WHERE LOVE IS— GOD IS 


Tender is the grass. Tender green. Full is the 
bud on the trees. Sap-full. Life is rising from the womb 
of the winter—tenderly green. The Feast of Easter is 
here. Alleluia! 


Let us who rejoice in the Lord, make our joy 
fruitful. Let us arise and bring the joy of Easter to 
a world hungry for it. Let us make the joyless joyous. 
Let us make the sad glad. 


Our world is dying in the darkness of a thous- 
and fears. But Christ is Risen, and there is nothing 
to fear. It is Easter ... and LOVE HAS CONQUERED 
DEATH ... Alleluia! 


We who have followed His passion . . . wept in 
the garden with Him .. . felt the sting of the lashes, 
and the roughness of the naked wood . . . gone to the 
tomb to mourn and found it empty and filled with 
light . . . who believe in the Christ who died, and rose 
from the dead . . . let us arise and go into our teeming 
cities, their wide-open rich streets . . . their shabby, 
dirty, alleyways ... and preach and preach the glad 
tidings of the RISEN CHRIST. 


Thus we shall make the rich wide city streets 
and the stinking narrow alleys, glad with the gladness 
of the children of God! 


Then will the shadows of fear .. . vanish from 
everywhere. Then will free men arise and come and 
worship again everywhere the risen Christ. Alleluia! 


Then the tender sap of grace will flow gently 
through our sick and cold world, and restore everyone 
to the Father, through the risen Christ. 


Wars and rumors of war will vanish. And peace 
will come to dwell among us on earth. 


Men shall leave the idols they have fashioned 
for themselves. Laughter and joy will enter the hearts 
of free men everywhere. 


This is the aceptable time for all of us Chris- 
tians to hasten to all the market places . . . to pro- 
claim the miracle of Love ... and bring its warmth | 
to a world in the grip of deadly cold. 


Listen .. . listen! CHRIST IS RISEN, ALLEL- 


UIA! 


There is nothing to fear. Death is conquered. 
Sin is chained. The royal road to heaven is opened. 
Let us hasten thereon. Christ is verily risen. And the 
doors of Our Father’s House are wide open to us 
again! or 


Alleluia .. . All is well with the world .. . if only 
it will come and worship at the empty tomb. 


Let us arise and hasten to bring men there. 


For time is of the essence . ... Our world is poised on 
a brink of cold despair . . . Christ, Who is risen, can 
save it. 

Now is the acceptable time . . . to pour out our 
prayers. 


Let us open our hearts and allow the risen 
Christ to enter. 


= so = 











ewer =< 





One of the most important 
battles of the world is being 
fought today. It is a contest 
between armies equip 
with the most terrible weap- 
ons of war ever invented or 
devised, and legions armed 
with the most powerful 
weapons ever inspired or 
taught. 
On the one side are array- 
ed the legions of the Rus- 
sians and Chinese and their 
allies, with modern rifles, 
superjets, supertanks, super- 
bombs, and supernumbers.. 
Probably they even have 
super-submarines. 

The Humble Hosts 
On the other side, united 
indeed, but not arrayed at 
all, are people lying in their 
beds, or living in wheel- 
chairs; people who are no 
longer active; shut-ins, para- 
lytics, cripples, incurables; 
the doomed and dying. 

That’s it. The lame, the 
halt, and the blind against 
the swift, the mighty, the in- 
filtrator, and the spy. The 
Rosary and the Scapular 
and the Holy Medal and the 
silent prayer, against the 
machine gun, the cannon, 
the bazooka, and the silent 
bayonet. 

If you know anything at 
all about Our Lady of Fa- 
tima, and her promises to 
the three little shepherds, 
you know that penance and 
prayer will win; that Russia 
— and China too — will be 
converted; and that the 
world will honor the Immac- 
ulate Heart of Mary. 

From all sides this great 
story has poured into the 
sluices of my typewriter — 
whence it is channeled out 
to you. First there was a 
pamphlet, picked up at ran- 
dom, which discussed an 
Association of Victim Souls. 
I had thought victim souls 
were rare. I had known two, 
and had hehard of a few 
other’s. I hadn’t dreamed 
there was an association of 
them. But WHAT an asso- 
ciation there is! 

Victim Souls 

Mile. Marie Deluil-Mart- 
iny, who later become Moth- 
er Mary of Jesus, founded 
the religious Order of the 
Daughters of the Heart of 
Jesus in 1872... “to make 
reparation and to mix one’s 
own poor sacrifices with the 
divine blood of Jesus Christ, 
our Lord, incessantly offered 
to the Heavenly Father!” 

“We need an army,” she 
said, “an army of victims 
united to Jesus, the great 
Victim, and to Mary, who is 
so intimately connected with 
the Heart of her Son in His 
sorrows and His sacrifices.” 

To her daughters, willing 
victims like herself, she said: 
“You know what Our Lady 
did on earth; she offered 
Jesus and she offered her- 
self; above all, she allowed 
herself to be immolated.” 

The Daughters of the 
Heart of Jesus, volunteer 
victims immolated with 
Christ on Calvary, grew in 
numbers. They built con- 
vents in many places in 
Europe. The time came when 
they permitted lay men and 
lay women to join the Asso- 
ciation. All that was requir- 
ed was the consent of one’s 
Confessor or Spiritual Direct- 
or, the making of an “Act of 
Oblation” which was to be 
kept until death, and the 
enrolment of the Victim’s 
name in special books kept 
by the nuns, and placed 
close to the tabernacles in 
their churches or chapels. 

To Be Immolated! 
This is the Act of Obla- 

















tion: “Ecce Venio! Behold 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 








me, O good and sweet Jesus, 
divine Lamb, _ perpetually 
offered on our altars for the 
salvation of the world. I wish 
to be united to Thee, to be 
immolated with Thee in 
union with the Daughters of 
the Heart of.Jesus. For that 
end I offer to Thee what- 
ever pains, griefs, humilia- 
tions, and crosses Thy divine 
providence has placed in my 
path. To Thee I offer them 
according to the intentions 
for which Thy Sacred Heart 
offers and immolates itself. 
May my poor sacrifice bring 
blessings on the Church, on 
the priesthood, on our coun- 
try, on our brethren, and on 
all poor sinners. Be pleased 
to accept it through the 
hands of Mary, our Media- 
trix, and in union with the 
sufferings of her Immacu- 
late Heart. Amen.” 

One repeats the seven last 





words of Jesus on the cross, 
at least once a day, and 
offers up the Most Precious 
Blood with these words: 
“Holy Father, receive as a 
sacrifice of propitiation for 
the needs of the Church, and 
in reparation for the sins of 
men, the Most Precious 
Blood and Water that flowed 
from the wounded Heart of 
Jesus, and have mercy on us. 
Amen.” 

Thousands and thousands 
of nuns and lay people in 
Europe have become victim 
souls in the eighty-two years 
that have passed since the 
founding of the Association. 
One gets some idea of their 
number from Father Pascal, 
O.S.B., Collegeville, Minn., 
who declares that in North 
America alone, in recent 
years, at least ten thousand 
names have been enrolled! 

Answer To Stalin 


Stalin once asked how 
many divisions the pope had 
at his command. This one 
division should be enough; 
these ten thousand victim 
souls. They do not ask for 
suffering or grief; you un- 
derstand; nor for martyr- 
dom or any such thing. But 
they take whatever God 
sends, and bear it joyfully. 
That'll beat all hell. 

The Catholic Bishops of 
the United States, meeting 
in Washington, D.C., last 
November, issued a proclam- 
ation that has a special 
meaning for these helpless 
and valorous — and _tre- 
mendously powerful — war- 
riors of God. It points to the 
“solemn duty of... constant 

rayer for our _ suffering 

rethren of the Church of 
Silence .. . When Peter was 
in prison the Church prayed 
without ceasing for him, and 
the Angel of the Lord touch- 
ed him and the chains fell 
off from his hands. Peter is 
again in chains... ” 

“Shepherds of the Flock of 
Christ,” it says, “are hunted 





(Continued on Page Four) 





The B’s Corner 


April will indeed be a his- 
toric month for all of us of 
Madonna House, Comber- 
mere, the first Friendship 
House of the Canadian Pro- 
vince. For at the end of it, 
three of our group, headed 
by Mamie Legris, will start 
on a four thousand miles 
trek in a % ton truck, for 
Whitehorse, Yukon  Terri- 
tory, and Our Lady of Gua- 
dalupe Mission. 
A New White World 

How true are the words of 
the Psalmist when he sings 
of the Lord, ‘‘Your paths are 
in many waters, and your 
footsteps shall not be seen.” 
For indeed such are the ways 
of the Lord with us. How 
quiet were His footsteps 
when He came to us in the 
person of Bishop J. L. Cou- 
dert and showed us for a 
moment the hidden paths 
He wanted us to travel in 
that pathless immensity of 
the Canadian Arctic. 

One moment we were just 
a group of Lay Apostles of 
Catholic Action — the next, 
we became Lay Missionaries 
by accepting the invitation 
to arise and follow Christ 
into the Yukon, to work with 
His Indian children there. 

Truly I am not ashamed 
of the tears of joy that come 
to me when I think of it all. 
Just consider the goodness 
and the infinite mercy of 
God to us, friends! Think of 
His stooping down to our 











utter littleness, unworthi- 
ness, and asking US... the 
smallest of them all... to 


extend His Kingdom in its 
most forlorn field! Incred- 
ible? Truly so! Where are 
the words we can _ use to 
thank Him? There aren’t 
any. Nothing but our lives 
will do. And even they will 
fall short of such an im- 
mense grace and privilege. 
Won’t you please help us 
thank Him through your 
prayers? 
Trucking All The Way 

Still trembling with the 
joy and awe of it all, my eyes 
turn to the human side of 
this glorious adventure with 
Christ. A few days... and 
Mamie and her companions 
will be leaving. They have 
to go by truck, because the 
apostolate of the Yukon 
needs a truck, and it has to 
be brought there. The sim- 
plest way to accomplish this 
is to bundle the lucky three, 
into the truck, pile it high 
with needed supplies, and 
send them off in Christ’s 
name under Mary’s Mantle 
of protection. 

Sensible, of course — if we 
had the truck. But all we 
have is an overdraft in the 
bank. That is why, recently, 
you AGAIN received a beg- 
ging letter. For to Whom 
shall I turn, if not first to 
God in prayer and then to 
you our only and good 
friends? 

For you can see how the 
needs of Christ encompass. 
us! 

Our Yukon chaplain-to-be 
writes that, to put the Mis- 
sion House into the semb- 
lence of living order, he 
needs some FOUR THOUS- 
AND DOLLARS. At present, 
the water supply, for in- 
stance, is a block or so down 
the street. How would you 
like to carry pails of water 
a block, umpteen times a 
day at, say 85 below zero? 
Of course we will do that if 
we have to but an inside 
ame would save so much 
ime and effort that could 
be given to other more im- 
portant tasks. 

Spuds Come High 





To live one has to eat. At 
(Continued on Page Three) 
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Winter is long: In this 
country it is the longest 
season of the year. Resist- 
ance is lowered at its con- 
clusion, and almost without 
our being aware of it, a gray 
drabness settles in us. Unless 
we are watchful, now is the 
time a dull resignation to 
muggy snow and _ slippe 
mud could pervade us. In the 
slushy falling snow, the 
beauties of spring, summer, 
and fall are all but for- 
gotten. 

Occassionally a bright sun- 
ny day perks us up, giving 
us a glimpse- of what is to 
come. It is not lasting, how- 
ever, and makes no deep 
impression. Slowly the re- 
membrance of what we are 
stirs within us. We become 
aware of our smallness and 
in ability to do anything 
without God. 

Hope Will Return 

We know that He wishes 
us not to lose hope, but to 
prepare. Winter will end. 
Spring will come. And man 
must do his share. So we 
carry on our part by spring- 
cleaning, washing, waxing, 
polishing and painting, that 
all might be in readiness for 
the time of its arrival. 

Our lamps must be kept 
filled and trimmed by such 
things as_ the ordering of 
baby chickens to fill our hen- 
house with fresh new life. 

Our pig house after hav- 
ing been vacant for a week 
or so, now houses five squeal- 
ing piglets. The garden seeds 
are sorted, awaiting the day 
when the earth will be soft 
and moist. The lawn chairs 
in the cellar are being 
checked for repairs and are 
acquiring new and brilliant 


By Dorothy M. Phillips 
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hues. The boats are being 
caulked with tar against the 
day when they will slip into 
the Madawaska. 

This winter the staff work- 
ers and applicants have 
finished a ten weeks course. 
The subjects studied were 
the Mass, the Old Testa- 
the Beati- 
tudes and Counsels of Per- 
fection, the encyclicals on 
the Mystical Body and labor, 
the history of the Lay Apos- 
tolate, and the Secular In- 
stitute. 

A Growing Time 

After the course we will 
be having a retreat, after 
which those who are renew- 
ing their promises for two 
years will make their pledge 
in the Chapel. The Staff 
Worker Applicants will be 
taking their first promise of 
one year at the same time. 


The seed that was sown in 
Combermere, has blossomed, 
been picked up by the wind, 
blown clear acros the con- 
tinent, and deposited in the 
far northwest town of White- 
horse, Yukon. There, this 
spring it will take root. Who 
can tell what will happen to 
the seed its blossoms. will 
produce? 

By experience we are 
aware that another winter 
must be weathered before 
this latest seed can bloom 
and its fruits be gathered up 
by the gentle wind. But 
spring will come. When God 
wills. Though we may be 
slightly dazed with _ the 
drowsiness of a long wait, we 
pray that the spark of His 
beauty will ignite the oil of 
our work, that we may enter 
in to the festival of His love. 





THE B’S CORNER 
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ten dollars a bag of pota- 
toes . . . and all the rest of 
the food proportionately 
high . . . feeding three people 
daily — and cooking for how 
many others? ... for we 
shall run a soup kitchen 
there — is quite a financial 
problem. 

A moment of darkness 
comes over me. But I shake 
it off . . . I must. For only 
‘faith that moves mountains 
must possess me... us. All 
temptations against it must 
go overboard. Don’t tell me 
...I1know... it is foolish, 
utterly crazy, according to 
the worldly standard, to go 
forth and found a new 
Friendship House branch at 
the rim of the world with 
nothing more in the bank 
than an overdraft! 

But according to God... 
it is wisdom. Because His 
word is immutable. He said 
He would repay for a cup of 
cold water given in His name 
a hundredfold. He said ASK 
AND YOU SHALL RECEIVE. 

All we had to give was our 
lives. This we give .. . living 
in the practice of the Evan- 
gelical Counsels of POVER- 
TY, CHASTITY, AND OBE- 
DIENCE, as well as stability. 
None of us has ANYTHING 
MORE TO GIVE. All we can 
now do is have faith ... 
pray ... and beg. 

The needs of Christ en- 
compass us... like a sea 
they rise it seems daily high- 
er and higher. The hunger 
for God is everywhere to be 
filled. The voice of the Pon- 
tiffs calls for A DEDICATED 
LAITY. We want to answer 
that call. We have. We want 
to fill the hunger of men for 


‘The Needs Of The Poor 
We desire with a burning 





desire to fill the needs of 
Christ in His poor and for- 
gotten. We are ready to go 
to all the ends of the world, 
not only the Canadian Arc- 
tic to do so. But alas, we 
need CASH. A little of it will 
do for us personally. The 
bare necessities are all we 
want, the rest will go to the 
works of the Apostolate. 

Bear with us... with me 
... never leaving your door- 
step .. . but seemingly for- 
ever staying there with my 
hand outstretched, begging 
from YOU ... whenever you 
step out. 

BEAR WITH US ... dear- 
ly beloved friends . . . and 
take pity on those we beg 
for. THEY ARE CHRIST 
HIMSELF ... For... 


THOSE WHO CARE 

FOR THE SOULS OF 
OTHERS 

CARE FOR CHRIST. 


THOSE WHO CARE 

FOR THE BODIES OF 
OTHERS 

CARE FOR CHRIST. 


THOSE WHO CARE 

FOR THE HEARTS OF 
OTHERS 

CARE FOR CHRIST. 


HE SAID SO!! 








MADONNA HOUSE 
CORDIALLY 
WELCOMES PRIESTS 
IN NEED OF 
VACATION AND REST. 





SPECIAL QUARTERS 
AVAILABLE. 
PRIVACY — QUIET 





‘NO CHARGE 











Begin Novena of Mercy 
On Next Good Friday 


We have been reminded 
that the “Novena of Mercy” 
begins on Good Friday. The 
story is that twenty-some 
years ago a Polish nun, 
Sister Faustina, had a num- 
ber of visions of Our Lord. 
He appeared to the Sister of 
Mercy to tell the world, 
through her, that the lance 
opened from His side a sea 





JOY 





complete remission of sin 
and punishment. Let no soul 
fear to come to Me, even if 
its sins be as scarlet. This 
Feast emerged from the 
bosom of My Mercy and is 
founded in the depths of My 
Mercies. I desire that it be 
celebrated with great sol- 
emnity on the first Sunday 
after Easter.” 


It will probably be some 
time before the Church will 
publicly institute such a 
feast. But we may observe 
it privately. 





ia the gigantic 
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of mercy wide enough for 
even the worst of sinners. 
It was He who bade her start 
the novena on Good Friday 
“for the conversion of the 
whole world.” 

Mercy — Not Justice 

He wanted all to approach 
Him, even those whose sins 
were “as many as the sands 
of the earth.” He wanted to 
give mercy now — rather 
than to mete out justice on 
“that terrible day, that day 
of fire.” 

We are told that, concern- 
ing the Novena, Christ said: 
“On the first day bring 
especially sinners; on the 
second day, the souls of 
priests and nuns; the third 
day, the faithful and the 
pious; on the fourth, the 
pagans and those who do 
not know Me; on the fifth, 
the heretics and _ schisma- 
tics; on the sixth, the hum- 
ble and meek, as well as the 
souls of children; on _ the 
seventh, those who especial- 
ly adore and honor My Mer- 
cy; on the eighth, the souls 
in Purgatory; on the ninth, 
the lukewarm and _ indiffer- 
ent.” 

Our Lord had something 
to say about these last souls, 
the lukewarm and indiffer- 
ent. “The sight of these 
caused My soul untold grief 
and anguish in the Garden 
... the last hope of salvation 
for them is to seek refuge in 
My Mercy.” 

This novena can be made 
at any time, but Our Lord 
especially wished that it be 
made beginning Good Fri- 
day in preparation for the 
“Feast of His Mercy,” 
which should be celebrated 
on the first Sunday after 
Easter. 

Christ for Refuge 

“My daughter, speak to 
the world of My inexhaust- 
ible mercy. I desire that the 
feast be a refuge and a shel- 
ter for all souls, especially 
for poor sinners. The very 
depths of My Mercy will be 
opened on that day. I will 
pour out a sea of graces up- 
on those souls that will ap- 
proach the font of My Mercy. 

“The souls that will go to 





confession and communion 
(on that day) will obtain a 
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down, imprisoned, debased, 
tortured, slain. Sick and 
helpless Sisters are dragged 
from their convents, con- 
demned to the slow death of 
forced labor on roads, in 
forests and in mines, or to 
the quicker death of starva- 
tion. Peasants are slaugh- 
tered and flung upon the 
pyres of their burning 
churches. Innocent children 
are torn from the arms of 
their Christian mothers and 
handed over to atheist de- 
bauchers. 

It is a war against all who 
believe in God and His 
Christ, against all who dare 
to claim for man the liberty 
of the sons of God... .Mil- 
lions have already died for 
the Faith. Who shall count 
the number now suffering 
and marked for death? 

It is a war against the 
True Religion of Jesus 
Christ. 

An Epic Story .- 

“Here is a story of epic 
nobility, of unsurpassed 
human grandeur, of death- 
less spiritual devotion. Our 
martyrs and Confessors are 
the glory of the age in which 
we live. One would have 
thought that the western 
world would rise as one man 
to do them reverence, would 
write their deeds of valor in 
letters of enduring gold. In- 
stead, indifference, scant 
notice or silence. Only in the 
Catholic press will you find 
the Martyrology which the 
historians of tomorrow will 
account the greatest glory 
of today.” 

The proclamation ends 
with these words: “By your 
stripes will the modern 
world be healed. Peter’s suc- 
cessor, who is Pius, spoke 
the deepest sentiments of 
our own hearts when he said 
to you: ‘We embrace you 
with a special love and we 
kneel to kiss your chains’.” 

And then, of course, there 
are the glorious and immort- 
al words of Pius XII, given 
to victims all over the world 
— associated, and not asso- 
ciated — on St. Valentine’s 
day, a day when he himself 
was suffering a dangerous 


illness. 
Listen to The Pope 

“The Mother of God bends 
over you with loving tender- 
ness, eager to dry the tears 
of the afflicted who run to 
her maternal breast as to a 
secure haven in the tem- 
pests. So also the Vicar of 
Christ relies upon you, the 
precious jewels of the 
Church of God and her pow- 
erful source of _ spiritual 
energy, for the realization in 
this Holy Year of the many 
and sorely needed blessings 
envisaged in our ancyclical 
“Fulgens Corona” for the 
well-being of humanity and 
of the Church herself. 

“This lively hope moves us 
to address you today, with 
the intention of gathering 
all of you under the loving 
protection of our common 
Mother, Mary Immaculate, 
of surrounding you with our 
charity and that of all the 
faithful who are praying for 
you, and of reminding you of 
the mission to which Divine 
Providence has destined you 
in your sickness. 

To Visit All 

“Certainly we would wish 
to have the omnipresence of 
God: we would wish to draw 
near to each one of you, be- 
loved sons and daughters, 
languishing in hospitals 
large and small, in sanator 
iums, clinics, rest-homes, 
prisons, barracks, under the 
desolate roofs of the poorest, 
or in rooms set apart in your 
homes. Little children with 
pale faces like flowers which 
grew without the warmth of 
the sun; young people whose 
rare smile expresses strength 
of soul rather than the fresh 
bloom of youth; middle-aged 
people, cruelly taken away 
from their usual active lives; 
the aged, to whose natural 
weariness sickness has added 
discomfort and suffering. 

“We have always begged 
Jesus to make our heart in 
some way like His: a good 
heart, a meek heart, a heart 
open to all sufferings, to all 
pains. But how greatly 
would we wish to have some 
reflection of the omnipo- 
tence that is His! How we 
would desire to pass in the 
midst of you, drying tears, 
bringing comfort, healing 
wounds, giving back again 
strength and health! 

Look At Mary! 

“Even the misfortunes of 
the innocent, are a myster- 
ious manifestation of the 
divine glory. Lest you be 
wearied by long reflections, 
look at the Holy and Im- 
maculate Mother: she holds 
in her lap the lifeless body 
of her Divine Son. Could you 
possibly imagine that the 
Sorrowful Mother would 
curse God? That she would 
ask the reasons for such 
suffering? 

“For all of you, dear child- 
ren, who do not yet know 
how to pronounce the ‘So be 
it’ of resignation and pa- 
tience, we invoke God’s 
blessing, asking that He 
send a ray of His light into 
your souls, and that you 
may cease to contradict with 
your will His plan, His will, 
His work, that you may be- 
come convinced that His 
Divine Fatherhood is still 
loving and benevolent, even 
when He judges it necessary 
to make use of the bitter 
chalice of suffering. 

Souls Resigned 

“Yet, it is not always thus, 
dear children. Not always do 
souls rebel.and curse under 
the weight of pain. There 
are, thanks to God, souls 
resigned to the divine will, 
serene, joyous souls; souls 
even that have positively 
sought out suffering. The 





story of one in particular we 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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heard during the glorious 
Holy year when Our children 
came to us in extraordinary 
numbers from all parts of 
the world. 

“There was a young wom- 
an, to whom Our Lord had 
given great charm as well as 
innocence. Everyone felt her 
attractiveness, for about her 
radiated the fragrance of 
an unsullied life. But one 
day she-grew fearful lest she 
become an. occasion of sin, 
and. becoming interiorly con- 
vinced of this, she went to 
receive Our Lord and in a 
burst of generosity asked 
Him to take away all her 
beauty and even her health. 
God granted her prayer and 
accepted her offer for the 
salvation of souls. 

“We know that she is still 
living, though burning and 
being consumed like a living 
flame before God’s throne of 
justice and love. She does 
not curse, does not mur- 
mur. She does not ask God, 
‘Why’? There is always a 
smile on her lips and within 
her soul she treasures abid- 
ing peace and joy. 

She Accepts Pain 

“One should ask her why 
she accepts suffering, why 
she is happy in it, why she 
looked for sufferings. And 
the same question should be 
asked of thousands of other 
souls who offer themselves to 
God in silent holocaust. 

“Do you want to be like 
Jesus? Do you want to trans- 
form yourself into Him? Do 
you want to be a channel of 
life for Him? In sickness you 
can find the cross and be 
nailed to it and thus die to 
yourself so that He may live 
and make use of you. 
- “How many of you, belov- 

ed children, would like to 
help Jesus save souls? Then 
offer Him your sufferings 
according to all the inten- 
tions for which He continu- 
ally offers Himself onthe 
altars of our churches. Your 
sacrifice, united to the sac- 
rifice of Jesus, will bring 
many sinners back to the 
Father; many without faith 
will find the true Faith; 
many weak Christians will 
receive the strength to live 
fully the teaching and the 
law of Christ.” 

If you would like to join 
the Association of Victim 
Souls, if you would like to 
enlist in the army of Christ’s 
friends, write Father Pascal, 
O.S.B., St. John’s Abbey, 
Collegeville, Minn. 





In Your Charity 











Please remember Rev. L. 
M. Seewaldt, O.M.I., Pierce- 
land, Saskatchewan, Can- 
ada. He had two churches, 
forty miles apart. One was 
blown down by a cyclone in 
July. The other was destroy- 
ed by fire in September. His 
basic need is cash. 

Please remember Rev. Fr. 
Germain, at Magnet P.O., 
Manitoba, a young Capuch- 


in missionary, who is trying 
to build a church at Magnet. 
He has managed to get it up, 
but he cannot furnish it 
without your help. Sunday 
collections, he says, average 


his faith — and hope — in 
St. Anthony, and in you. 

And please rememebr Rev. 
Peter Tonello, S.D.B., St. 
John Bosco Shrine, Cherra- 
punji, Assam, India; who 
writes: “Our bishop has ap- 
proved the erection of a 
Grotto of Mary Immaculate, 
the Lourdes of the shrine, 
close to the Orphans’ home. 
When life seems sad, thesé 
orphan boys will be ready to 
help you, asking Mary to 
calm your anxieties and 
pains.” He needs only $200; 
but he must have it “before 
the rains start.” Money may 
be sent directly or through 
the Bank of America, 660 
Spring St., Los Angeles 54, 
California. 








The Bridge 


By Veronica Dugan 











In every man’s life 
There is a bridge. 


A bridge of sorrow— 
A bridge of failure— 


A bridge of hope— 
A bridge of faith. 


It is built on love. 


But to each man is 
Given that which he 
Can span. 


Yet each man in his 
Reach does not 
Understand 


That sorrow and failure 
Is the bridge of hope 
That leads to faith— 

If 


It is built on love. 





A Tribute to Mary 











“OQ Mother, come to my 
aid! Give me the grace to 
die to myself, so that no 
longer may I live, save 
through, and except for, my 
sweet Jesus! 

O Most Holy Mother of 
Jesus, thou who didst wit- 
ness, who didst feel the utter 
desolation of Thy Divine 
Son, succor me in my hour 
of need! O Mother, in thy 
heart I come to bury my 
anguish; in thy heart, to 
seek courage and strength. 
O Mother, offer me to Jesus! 
O Mother, take my heart 
and bury it in the heart of 
Jesus! 

“Q Mary, tenderest of 
Mothers, behold thy child, 
who of herself can do no 
more. Look on my _ wants, 


above all, my spiritual dis- 


tress: have pity on me! Give 
me to be in Heaven with 
thee! 


“OQ Mary! keep Jesus in 





my heart!” — St. Bernadette 
of Lourdes. 


about $300 a year. He puts} 








Little Flower 
Gets A Helper 


By Eddie Doherty 











Jim Wholey, of Waltham, 
Mass., a slave of Mary and 
her Son, and a friend of all 
the saints and angels, has 
gone upstairs to help St. 
Therese, “‘the Little Flower.” 
He was in his 70’s, but he 
was young. i 

He died — as the saying 
goes — on the feats of St. 
Joseph; and a letter he had 
written me the night before 
was mailed by one of his 
earthly friends. I’d like to 
show you parts of it. 

A Big Heart Stops 

“Just getting oriented 
after a month in a hospital. 
Complaint, heart. Came out 
four days ago, on a Monday 
morning. I said ‘I will not 
leave this house for a week.’ 
Tuesday I was _ restless. 
Wednesday I went to Church 
and ‘heard’ three Masses. 
Thursday, today, I went to 
Church, ‘heard’ four Masses, 
and served two. Now, at 4 
P.M. my legs are on a ‘no- 
walkee”’ strike. 


“Sun shines thru the win- 
dow on me as I write and it 
warms me. When cold I am 
unable to do much writing. 
I long for the summer. Then 
I plan to write, write, write. 
The end result of other trips 
to the hospital was always 
the same — Satisfied to get 
better or die, as God saw fit. 
This time I went to Our 
Lady’s statue and asked for 
four or five years more in 
order-to do work in her 
honor, and to make her 
better known and _ better 
loved. 

“BUT! I have also asked 
St. Therese (long ago) to 
make me her assistant as she 
spends her heaven here on 
earth. In no way, shape, or 
manner do I qualify to be 
the right hand of Therese, 
except that I do love to help 
people. 

Legs Stop Too 

We are having our annual 
retreat here in St. Mary’s. 
Last night I sat in the sac- 
risty during services, but Ill 
not attend tonight as it 
might prevent my attend- 
ance at Mass in the morn- 
ing. (Wish I were an angel 
and did not have to worry 
over legs for transportation.) 
Hope you are well. I do pray 
for you, in every Mass. Want 
to please me? Read ‘City of 
God’ by Mary of Agreda. 
Molly will call anytime now: 
‘Jimmy — Supper!’ ” 

A note from “Molly” came 
with it, to tell me Jim had 
“passed to his eternal re- 
ward.” “You know,” she 
wrote, “five years ago, on the 
feast of St. Joseph, he 
thought he was dying, and 
he was very happy to die on 
that day.” 

A few days later another 
friend of Jim’s wrote that, 
on the feast of St. Joseph, 
Jim “resumed his appear- 
at daily Mass.” In spite of 
his rebellious legs he walked 





to the church. He returned 
home, had breakfast, and 
went to his room “for. a 
rest.”” He did not. wake up. 

I never knew Jim Wholey, 
except through his letters. 
Yet he was dear to me, and 
close to me. I’ve saved every 
scrap of letter that came 
from him, as I would those 
of a canonized saint. Per- 
haps, in the months to come, 
I will let you read parts of 
those letters. Then you will 
get to know Jim Wholey, and 
find out his qualifications 
for the job of helping our 
“Little Flower” spend heav- 
en upon earth. 


tf) 


The Tenth Station 
Of The Cross 


By Catherine 





The skin 

Was white. 

The arms 

And face 

Were brown, 
Almost black, 
Against 

The whiteness 
Of the body skin. 


They tore 

The garments 

One by one, 
Without pity; 

And in so doing 
Opened 

A thousand wounds. 


Yet He 
Stood there 
Majestic, calm 
While 

- His precious 
Blood 
Made rubies 
Against the 
Whiteness of 
F8 SKIN *...:. 


Then they 

Brought 

With a big 

Show and 

Clanking, 

A basketful 

Of nails 

And hammers. 

They were going 

To clothe Him 

With nothing 

But a mantle 

Of excruciating pain... 
AND SO THEY DID. 


Their words 
Were a thousand 


Fiery arrows 

That made Him weep 
Over those 

Whose tongues 

Were their bows. 


How else could 

He have died? 

But stripped 

Of His garments, 

He Who clothed 

The Uncreated Spirit 
In our flesh 

Because of Love... 
How else could He 
Have died? 

For His very 

Body 

Was His very greatest 
Gift of love! ... 





A TREK 
BY TRUCK 


Calling all friends . .. call- 
ing all friends. The date for 
THE GREAT DEPARTURE 
has been finally set. Mamie 











and her two companions are 


leaving on their hazardous 
four thousand mile cross- 
Canada trek in a_ truck, 
DESTINATION WHITE- 
HORSE, Y.T., on May 8th, 
1954, feast day of St. Michael 
the Archangel. 

A good day to start...a 
good month — Mary’s — to 
travel in. Yet we beg the 
prayers of all our friends for 
their safe arrival at our new 
Mission House in the Yukon. 

Here is the itinerary... 
as far as we can tell after 
pouring over endless maps. 
Will any of our friends, locat- 
ed in the towns, cities, and 
villages they will pass, let 
us know if they wish them 
to stop for awhile, tell the 
tale of their voyage, rest and 
be refreshed a little before 
they go on further?? 

Combermere, Pembroke, 
Chalk River, North Bay, 
Sudbury, Copper Cliff, Blind 
River, Thessalon, Sault St. 
Marie, Fort William, Port 
Arthur, Vermillion Bay 
(paging Sioux Lookout), 
Kenora, Winnipeg, St. Boni- 
face, Portage La Prairie, 
Brandon, Moosomin, Indian 
Head, Regina, Moose Jaw, 
Humboldt, Saskatoon, Ed- 
monton (we rely on our 
friends to direct us the best 
way from Saskatoon to Ed- 
monton) and from there on 
to the Alaska Highway. 

Such are the high spots of 
the trip. We count on your 
prayers! Please! 





St. Margaret Mary 











St. Margaret Mary says:- 
“If you are in an abyss of 
dryness and weakness, bury 
yourself in the loving Heart 
of Jesus. If you are in an 
abyss of poverty, and strip- 
ped of all things, go to the 
Heart of Jesus. He will en- 
rich you. If you find yourself 
So weak you fall at every 
step, bury yourself in the 
strength of His Sacred 
Heart. He will deliver you. If 
you are filled with pride and 
vain self-esteem, bury your- 
self in the humility of the 
Sacred Heart.” 








FRIENDSHIP HOUSE 
LECTURE BUREAU 


Speakers available on 
the Lay Apostolate of 
Catholic Action, for So- 
dalities, Parents-Teachers 
Associations, Schools, Con- 
fraternaties, Clubs, etc. 

Please contact Miss 
Dorothy Phillips at Ma- 
donna House, Comber- 
mere, Ont. 
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